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Summary: 


rebel rebel 

you tore your dress 
rebel rebel 

your face is a mess 
rebel rebel 

how could they know 
hot tramp, i love you so 


robin is beautifully themself and steve is so happy for him. 


rebel, rebel 


Author's Note: 


i heard this song and this song was perfect for robin 
so here 


{disclaimer: these are the duffer brothers' characters 
and i do not claim to own them in any way. i am not 
profiting off of this work.} 


The sight of Robin Buckley dancing under a streetlight, the light 
glinting off the ring on his finger and the pins on their leather jacket, 
was pretty darn close to the most beautiful view in the world. 


And Steve was so glad he wasn't in love with him. 


If Steve had really loved them, like loved loved, he would've missed 
out on this beautiful person and their perfect, easy friendship- Steve 
had never had a friend like Robin in his life. Robin was intelligent, 
witty, kind, and wild- all the things Steve wanted to be. They had 
taught Steve so much about identity, society, and the world around 
them. Their best moments together, though, were the times like 
these, when Steve bought some cheap beer and they went on 
adventures, nothing but a radio and twenty-five dollars to their 
names. Just them, the night sky, the open road, and the smooth 
sounds of 106.2 Classic Rock Indiana. 


"Come on, Stevie, dance with me," Robin giggled, beckoning Steve 
toward her and breaking him from his reverie. As Steve took his 
hand, he saw Robin's eyes light up as the next song started to crackle 
from the busted speakers. 


"Bowie?" Steve cocked an eyebrow. 
"He's an icon of the age!" 


"But he's so... mainstream!" Steve laughed as Robin shook her head, 
grinning. 


"Just dance with me, dingus." 


As the lyrics tumbled forth through the static, Robin sang. His voice 
rang out through the deserted street, filling the air with the sound of 
carefree joy. 


"Got your mother in a whirl / She's not sure if you're a boy or a girl / 
Hey babe, your hair's alright / Hey babe, let's go out tonight..." 


As Steve twirled him under his arm, laughing as she spun out, 
striking a flamboyant Rockette-esque pose, he wonders how in the 
world they chose him to be friends with. He guesses it's like Nancy 
always said... shared trauma. But he hopes it's more than that, as the 
chorus hits and Steve joins in. 


"Rebel, rebel, you tore your dress / Rebel, rebel, your face is a mess / 
Rebel, rebel, how could they know / Hot tramp, I love you so..." 


He knows this song's probably written about Robin and people like 
them. Someone simultaneously so untouchable and still always 
present with their entire soul. As he and Robin shake and shimmy, 
the sky opens up, and he couldn't care less. Dancing with Robin in 
the rain, listening to Bowie... something clicks deep inside him. 


He knows where he's supposed to be. 


